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The Tragedy of G th e 3 lo 


Sm, I am glad I hauc found this.napHn, Sxit Oth, #»d DcC 
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This was her firft remembrance fronvthe Moore, 
My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to fteale it, but (he fo loues the token. 
For he coniur’d her,flie fhould euer keeps it, 

That fhe referues it euer more about her. 

To ki{Te,and talke to j lleha the works cane our. 
And giu’t 1 ago : what he’ldoc with it, 

Heauen knowes,not I, Enter ligo, 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafie. 

lag. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide.I haue a thing for you, 
Jag. ^ thing.for me, it is a common thing— 
Em. Ha ? 

lag Tohauea feoli(hwife. 

Em. Q,is that all? what will you giue me now. 
For that fame handkerchiefe ? 

Jag. What handkerchiefe ? v 

Em What handkerchiefe? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona , 
That which fo often y ou did bid me fteale. 

Jag. Ha'ft ftole ir from her ? 

£m Mo faith, (he let i^drop by negligence, 

A, I totht 

Looko,hcrc it is. 

Ia?. A good wenchsgrae it me. 

Em-. What will you doe withiit,; 

Thar you haue bin fo earned to haue me filch it ? 

id whv, what’s that to you ?. . - 

Em. If’tbe not for Pome purpofe of import 
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Giue mee’t againe,poore Lady, lhee’11 run mad 

When fhe fhali lacke it. t Kshp wfe for it*— eoleaueme; 

Jag. Be nor you acknowne on c,l haue vie tor it . g^auc 

I will in C 4 *»'* Iod S in § napkl °* 

And let him find its Trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the icalous,coofirmatioft« ftrofig _ 

As proofes of holy Writ, this may doe fomething ? uo .a. ^ •• 

The Moore already changes with my poifon s ]j afi . 
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the TAT core of Ven ice. 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 

Which st the firft are fcarce found to diftaft j 
But vekh a little ad vpon the blood. Enter Othello, 

Burns like the mines of fulphure : I did fay fo ; 

Look where he comes, not Poppy.nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firopps of the world,' 

Shall euer medecine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfetome,tome? 

Jag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Or. Auant.be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare.tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. How now.my Lord? 

Oth. What fence had I of her ftolne houres of lulls 
I faw’t not, thought it not.it harm’d not me, 

I fltpr the next night well, was free : and merry 5 
I found not Cafsio’s kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’r, and hee’snot rob’d ac all. 

Jag. I am forty to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the general! Campe, 

Py oners, and all, had rafted her fweet body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for euer 
Farewell thetranquilc mind, farewell content 5 
Farewell the plumed troope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed,andthe IhrillTrumpe, 

The fpitit-ftirring Drumme.the care.peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pompe, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And.O ye mortall Engines, whofe wide thioates. 

The immortal Jones great clamors counterfeit ; 

FarewelljOr heSoe's Occupation’s gone. 
lag. 1ft pnfsible my Lord ? 

Oth. Vil!aine,befurethouprouemy Louca whore s . 

Be fure of it.giue me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 
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